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The undead have risen, p 


and they're gathering for your read- / у 
ing pleasure here in the pages ofthe № : > 
third issue of the new Death Rattle. 
The creepy pleasures in this all-new 
issue come from an international 
cast of creators. Mexican surrealist 
comic artist Bachan makes his first 
United States appearance here with 
"I Love Piñatas,” written by comic 
veteran Remy Bastien, plus a port- 
folio of his wild and weird art. New 
Zealander Simon Morse is back, 
with more wild adventures of 
Straightjacket Ninja, and we take a 
last crawl along the dark side of 
New York with Zane Campbell. And 
J. O’Barr joins our skeleton crew 
with a haunting portfolio of rare 
Crow art, previewing the “lost 
pages” which will soon be restored 
to their rightful place in the graphic 
novel. Plunge into the maelstrom. 
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ese are illustrations--of 
" Zotropo, the transvestite 
shark.” Не lived in the 


aquarium of a sexually depraved 
serial killer. In his youth, he wit- 
nessed such incredible acts of 
cruelty that he decided to 
escape, throwing himself in the 


P 
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toilet. Now Zotropo lives in-the 
sewers and feeds on human 
flesh, using drainpipes to reach 
his victims. (Note: After he was 
captured, police finally found out 
where Waldo was.) 


Cover for Fiebre amarilla (Yellow 
Fever), a comic | illustrated for ап 
underground group of the same name. 
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The name says it all: 
“Hematophagic Sado- 
Lesbianism with Eye-Nose 
Blending.” 


Ш 
This is called "Makhakus = "m: | [| 2 E 
Rhesus, or | Wish | Was а mmm | ΙΙΙ pl : 
Filmmaker." Represents a guy E ||| Ш 
| don't know but dislike. There И її ami | Mid 
is a woman involved in this. aei 


Cover for the magazine Crudo (Raw). 
| don't know what it means. Work for 


Based on reality. At a Mexico City 
morgue, | saw а photo of a dead baby 
with scissors in his head. His mother 
Stuck them there because the baby 
would not shut up. Please note 
absence of "gore" in this piece. 


Му interpretation of YElectrita, a character 
designed by-my pals Мегагайд Ann. Hurismo. 
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To Be Continued ... 


EPHEMERAL TERROR 


The Crow “Lost Pages” 


When The Crow comic book series was originally published by 
Caliber, not all the pages that I had scripted and begun drawing 
could be included in the comics. There were reasons why these 
pages were missing, and why they're going to be restored to the 
graphic novel now. I’m putting them back because they were meant 
to be there from the beginning, and I thought a lot of people would 
like to see what some of the mysteries were in these pages. 

Caliber was a new company, and they were under the impres- 
sion that the page count for comic books could be almost any 
number. They thought that as long as it was an even number, it 
would be no problem. They didn't realize that the page count for 
a comic book had to be a multiple of twelve: twenty-four pages, 
thirty-six pages, etc. So I did the original Crow comics with dif- 
ferent page counts, as it suited the story, whether it was thirty- 
four pages, thirty-six pages, whatever the story called for. 

Thus some of the pages had to be removed before the comics 
could be published. I had planned to remove the ones that would 
be least important to the story. When it came down to it, it actu- 
ally was hard to go back and pull so many pages from the work 
I had created. I ended up selecting pages where I wouldn't have 
to do a great deal of rewriting, pages that could be removed but 
still not leave too many gaps in the story. 

The most important of the scenes in the lost pages is a flashback 
where Shelly is attempting to teach Eric to dance. He just can't 
seem to get the hang of it, and he's stumbling around, falling. It's 
a cute and romantic scene, while at the same time there’s still that. 
sense of foreboding. I really liked these pages, but they weren't 
essential to the storyline. Since the scene wasn't necessary to keep 
the story moving, I had to pull these pages out. 

The second important scene that I removed involves Eric con- 
fronting the criminals. The pencil sketch reproduced in these 
pages shows Eric going up the stairs. There's a band of gangsters 
hanging out at Fun Boy's apartment, wating to see if Eric is 
going to come back. In this scene, Eric is reciting some poetry as 
he goes up the stairs. 

The last major "lost" page is from right before the car chase 
at the end. Eric’s car has been broken down for a year and he's 
at a junkyard getting parts to fix it. In the full-page pencil repro- 
duced here, he's conversing with a character at the junkyard; he's 
like a Danny DeVito character. 

These are the three major scenes. Also reproduced here are half 
of a "lost page" showing Eric seated in a stairwell, Eric on a beach 
(a drawing done for the Amazing Heroes "swimsuit issue"), and a 
series of drawings that were done for advertisements for the comic 
books. Unfortunately, Caliber never ran any ads for The Crow, and 
these sketches have also remained unpublished until now. 
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ZAL Alcoholic anitor 


by Zane Campbell 
x 
As Worth was cleaning the bathroom, he saw Vinny Pelizoto 
9 come down from the sixth floor in a bathrobe, drying his hair AN 


7 a towel. Vinny had supposedly been a psychiatrist who was no 
| longer practicing his profession. Не was obviously disturbed and / 


would often blurt out absurdities during meals in the dining / 

room, to the other diners' surprise. It was assumed he was living 

on public assistance or on disability because he was home all day 
$ long every day, wandering through the halls talking to himself. 

He always wore a black suit and tie and spoke in a professional 
8 manner, even when uttering his absurdities. 


After Worth finished the fifth floor bathroom, he began «© 
Ма, sweeping and then mopping the hallway. As he got to the © 


end of the hall, he heard someone talking loudly on the fire %, 


escape. When he peeked outside to see who it was, he saw 
Vinny, now fully dressed in his usual attire, addressing an ailan- 
thus tree, commonly known as the Tree of Heaven. The Tree of 
Heaven listened patiently as Vinny began berating it. 

"You are suffering from a post-traumatic, floridly psychotic, 
schizophrenic stress disorder possibly untreatable by anything 
other than the most powerful anti-psychotic drugs. | must 
refer you immediately for an in-patient evaluation," said 
Vinny, and in the same breath continued, "What? What did 
you say? How dare you make such preposterous conclusions. à 

B 


$ 


There is nothing wrong with me. The problem, sir, resides with 
« you. It is you who requires immediate anti-psychotic drugs. You 
R| are suffering from grandiose illusions of an almost untreatable 
magnitude. I'm afraid | must report you to the supervisor." 
Then Vinny suddenly screamed as if he had been struck. 
e Worth rushed out onto the fire escape to see if he was all 
© @ right. 
“Аге уои ОК?” 


"And why shouldn't | be?" Vinny asked calmly, as if 
6 nothing had happened. 


"| just heard you scream and...” 
"| did not scream, nor did | hear a scream, so you are obvi- 
ously suffering from audio hallucinations. Perhaps you need 
treatment." 
"No, I'm fine." ' 
“But you are hearing things. How can you be fine if you are 
having these audio hallucinations?” 
“I'm OK I just...” 
“How do you know you're OK? You are obviously not a psy- 
chiatrist." 
"Look, Vinny, ! have to get back to work," said Worth, 
retreating down the hall. 
"Do not refer to me as Vinny. You are merely a porter here. 
1 am a doctor of psychiatry, and you are to address me as 
Doctor Pelizoto." 
> “ОК, Vinny,” said Worth, as he left Vinny and returned to 
the bathroom. As he began to scrub down the urinals on 
the fifth floor, he heard a scream from upstairs. 

"Worth, come quick!" 

It was Jeff. Worth dropped his toilet brush, ran upstairs, 
and found him hysterical and naked—save for a hand: 
towel. 

"| touched it! | thought it was a washcloth!" 

"What did you touch?" 

"A turd!" 

"Where?" 

“In the shower stall. It was on the shower curtain rod! | 
thought it was a washcloth!" 

"A turd in the shower stall?" 

"Yes! Go see for yourself!" 

Sure enough, there was a turd up on the shower curtain rod. 

"Who could have done this?" 

"It had to be that freak, Vinny," Jeff said. "He was just in 
there taking a shower. There was no one else around." 

“I'll go get the manager," Worth said. 

"Why would he do that?" Jeff asked. 

“He's probably a coprolagnist.” 

"What is that?" 
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"Someone who derives sexual pleasure from feces, | believe," 
Worth replied. 

"Do you mean he was masturbating?" 

"Quite possibly." 

"| think I’m going to be sick," Jeff said, putting his hand to his 
mouth and walking toward the toilet. 

Worth got the manager and brought him upstairs. Then he 
directed him to the excrement. The manager cautiously poked 
his head into the shower stall. 

"There are no feces here." 

Worth looked in. Sure enough, it was gone. "But it was just 
there!" He spun around the bathroom. "Here it is!" 

There in one of the toilets floated a turd with a clearly visible 
handprint. Vinny must have heard the commotion, retrieved it, 
and placed it in the bowl—where it belonged. 

Although Jeff and Worth tried to convince the manager that 
Vinny was the culprit, he wouldn't take action. He said there was 
no real evidence and returned to his office. Worth was furious. 

That night Worth got drunk with Raj, and they decided to toi- 
let train Vinny. They bought nylons to disguise themselves and 
waited in the bathroom for one of Vinny's many late-night trips. 
When he arrived, they gagged him, tied his hands and feet, and 
then repeatedly dunked his head in the toilet, explaining that this 
was the only place where one should defecate. 

Once Vinny seemed to understand, they left him bound on the 
bathroom floor and dashed down the hall to Worth's room. There 
they removed the nylons, and Raj again donned his turban. To cel- 
ebrate, they consumed a fifth of whiskey. Vinny was rescued 
around two A.M. by a new tenant, Lenny Schwartz. 

The next day Vinny said nothing about the inci- 
dent. Instead, he moved out, citing the general- 
ly unsanitary condition of the house. Worth felt 
some guilt when Vinny left, but after cleaning 
Vinny's room for the next tenant, he knew 
he had done the right thing. Under the 
bed he found four dried turds and five 
more in the closet. Finally, in the dresser, 
sat a mayonnaise jar full of used condoms. 


About Our R 
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*Straightjacket Ninja” is all we have to remember him by. 


J. 0'Barr's brooding graphic novel The Crow served as the basis for the motion picture starring the late Brandon Lee. From his home in 
Detroit he continues to produce unique and compelling art and to be involved in the ongoing saga of The Crow. 


In 1978 Zane Campbell dropped out of college at the University of Maryland where he was a fine arts major and moved to New York 
City. He gave up drawing for seven years. In 1985 he began writing and resumed drawing with Alcoholic Janitor (starting with the title 
page). Ten years and eighty illustrations later, the book was completed. Zane is currently illustrating his brother Lon's true life experiences 
as a mortician, entitled Alcoholic Undertaker. 


Remy Bastien was born in Mexico City in 1947. Translator, editor, writer, journalist, comic book pro (in no particular order). In the ‘80s, 
his comic book westerns sold more than 100 million copies. Presently trying to do too many things at the same time, with one major prob- 
lem: meeting deadlines while not breathing the Mexico City smog too deeply. 


Bachan was born in Mexico City in 1971. Currently studying graphic design. Bachan says he was perverted at age seven by Star Wars 


and has been drawing ever since. He has published in fanzines and commercial titles (including a Little Mermaid adaptation) from politi- 
ca! cartoons to Sesame Street. He loathes onions and accountants. 


Dear Rattlers, 


As I consider myself a horror connoisseur, I was extremely excited when 
I heard that Kitchen Sink was reviving Death Rattle. Now after reading the 
first issue, I’m glad to say that I was not disappointed. I was particularly 
impressed with the first story “The Probability Chamber" and “Cut-Up.” 

Roger Petersen's description of "Chamber" as "Reservoir Dogs meets 
Tales from the Crypt meets Popular Science" was dead on. (1 wouldn't be 
surprised if Luther's full name wasn't Luther Pink.) I hope that more of 
Roger's and Mark's work will be appearing in future issues. (Mark's cover 
was great by the way. I am always impressed by his work.) 

“Cut-Up”'s artwork was a welcome contrast to the more realistic styles 
seen in the other stories. I’ve never seen any of Brian Biggs’ other work, 
but judging from his contribution to Death Rattle, 1/1! have to look some of it 


Got a scare to share? A bone to pick? Write us at 
Kitchen Sink, 320 Riverside Drive, Northampton, 
MA 01060 or e-mail kitchensp@aol.com 


Dear Rattlers: 


This comic marks, at least for many fans, the official return to 
a long-lost genre. Horror and science fiction (not Star Trek— 


up. He seems to be a great storyteller, with a perfect sense of rhythm. 

Hopefully "Cut-up" will be continued in the second issue of Death Rattle. 
The resurrected Death Rattle got off to a promising start. It had the per- 

fect campy horror tone that I trust will be maintained throughout the rest of 


some people forget that S.T. is just a small portion, not the whole 
thing), in its purest form, as seen in this book, and in a few other 
independent comics. 

Now for a few comments: 

1. Letter column: a "must have." To keep a comic fresh with 
ideas, faithful readers of a comic must have an open forum. Keep 
that in mind. 

2. Stories: they were all fresh and exciting; even the story 
that was a more than obvious take off old EC, “The Day I Lost 
My Head,” was probably my favorite story in the book. 

3. Art: Fantastic. Especially Mark Nelson’s “The Kiss.” The beauty and detail 
were, at the very least, intense. In conclusion, this comic is probably going to be a 
tough sale, even though good ol’ Fred at White Crow comics in Morehead, KY had 
to do little convincing with me. I sincerely hope this comic will stay around. It’s def- 
initely a good read on any dark and stormy night. 


great series. 


Sincerely, 
R. Walker 


Sincerely, 
James Halcomb 
Morehead, KY 


Dear Rattlers, 


I don't normally write letters to comics, in fact I don't normally read comics but 
a friend of mine passed along Death Rattle #1 to me and I was surprised to find I 
enjoyed it immensely. I have to admit, my least favorite of the issue was the story 
entitled “The Alcoholic Janitor.” However, it was also the one that had the most. 
impact on me. 1 found interesting parallels between the dream imagery in the story 
to imagery in Spenser's The Faerie Queen and also in Milton's Paradise Lost. It was 
exciting to find correlations between the literature of pop culture and that which is 
found within the traditional canons of English Literaure. I have since reevaluated my 
lifelong disdain of the comic book genre, seeing in many of today's comics a truely 
didactic value heretofore unnoticed. It has been said by many brilliant minds that lit- 
erature should teach as well as entertain, and I have found proof of this in the most 
unlikely of places— Death Rattle issue #1. 


Sincerely, 
D. Perry 
Livermore, CA 


the series. Congratulations Kitchen Sink and creators for doing justice to a 


cmIF93@hamp.hampshire.edu 
Attp://hamp.hampshire.edu/~cmlF93 


Dear Rattlers, 


I just read Death Rattle #1, and I love it, especially the 
first story, which just reeks of my fave director, Quentin 
Tarantino. The art, the story, and especially the character of 
Luther (a dead ringer for Steve Buscemi), all strike high 
notes in the telling of a wonderful tale. 

Tim Eldred’s “The Day I Lost My Head” is wonderful, a 
reflection of the old Twilight Zone series, and a much needed 
one at that. The art is actively a part of the story, and fits the 
story well. 

Brian Biggs’ "Cut-Up" is surreal and just plain weird, 
much like David Lynch's “Angriest Dog in the World" and 
"Twin Peaks." Great stuff, overall. 

Zane Campbell's tale of "The Alcoholic Janitor" is a 
wonderful stroke, equal parts tension and surrealism, and 
Mark Nelson's artwork for “The Kiss" is Giger-esque and 
compelling. 

Please, comics have long needed an outlet for our darker 
urges, and our weirder ones. You mention Poppy Z. Brite 
and Dan Simmons in the editorial note . . . these stories, this 
artwork, holds its own among that illustrious company. 
Keep up this level of quality! Too many supposedly “dark- 
er" books start strongly, then peter out into trite, main- 
stream Pabulum. 


Slainte! 
Patric O'Malley 
Kansas City, KS 


Back issues of the original ground-breaking series are still available! 
Get 'em before they die out forever... 


Jaxon's "God's Bosom" is the true story of early Spanish settlers in an absolutely horrifying P. 
encounter with a sadistic Indian tribe. Will Eisner dishes out a "Quagmire of Occult Stories." Rand 
Holmes explores his dark side in "Here He is, the Artist Himself." Cover by Peter Poplaski. Full color. 


Doug Hansen delivers "A Dead Man's Chest." Jaxon's "Bulto . . .The Cosmic Slug" saga begins. х3) 
Steve Stiles delves into a post-Apocalyptic Maine gone mad in "Mind Siege." 
Cover by Doug Hansen. Full color. 


Rand Holmes and Mike Baron's "The Power of Prayer" is a tasty morsel of interspecies 
appetite. "Killing Time" from Sam Kieth and John Holland is the life story of a strange young 
sinner. Doug Erb explores the mind of an obsessed scientist in "Sight Unseen.” Jaxon serves up the 
second chapter of “Bulto,” the cosmic yet slug-like deity. Cover by Rand Holmes. Full color. 


Reprints Basil Wolverton's classic "Robot Woman." Holmes and Baron team up for sci-fi spooks 
in “Junkyard Dog.” Jaxon returns with the third installment of “Bulto.” Cover by Holmes. Full color. 


Tom Veitch and Steve Bissette’s “Road Kill”; More of Jaxon's "Bulto"; Jan Strnad and Rand 
Holmes’ psycho babysitter in "Catcalls." Cover by Steve Bissette. Black and white. 


Steve Stiles and Kenneth Whitfield’s “This Old House” features a nightmare landlord. 

Whitfield also teams with Bill Hartwig for “Bodyshop.” Blue Boots” by Spain Rodriguez is 
a tale of the siege of Leningrad. Bil Stout, Peter Poplaski, and Dave Schreiner explore the 
gruesome story of Ed Gein. Cover by Dean Armstrong. Black and white. 


Ons "A Child of the Media" is a team up of Rand Holmes and Robert Ingersoll. “Snowy Owl" is 
a call from the wild by Nick Burns and the mysterious "Joseph Schmough.” “Eye of Doom” 
is a Basil Wolverton reprint about nasty Venusians. Cover by Rand Holmes. Black and white. 


“Bulto” returns. Matthew Finch tells the true story of Howard Hughes's obsession with radia- 
tion. Steve Stiles give an EC homage with "The Arrivals." Cover by Jaxon. Black and whi: 


More “Bulto.” “Rainmaker” is an eerie tale of rain and slavery from John Holland, Dave 

Garcia, and Sam Kieth. Daryl Hutchinson delivers an illustrated version of Poe's "Masque of 
the Red Death.” PS. Mueller and Bill Hartwig join forces for "The Voices in My Head.” 
Award-Winning cover by Robert Burger. Black and white. 


Even more "Bulto"; Basil Wolverton's “Spacehawk”; Mike Baron and Rand Holmes explore 
weird rock concert happenings in “Bummer.” Cover by Dean Armstrong. Black and white. 


PS. Mueller and Bill Hartwig take “The Big Day Off.” Jaxon's "Bulto" slithers along. 
John Wooley and Donald Simpson take group therapy in "The Good Listener." 
Cover by Eric Nesheim. Black and white. 


Demon baseball abounds in “Slide, Sinner, Slide” by Rand Holmes, John Wooley, and Jim >) 
Millaway. The penultimate episode of “Bulto.” Cover by Holmes. Black and white. 


This last gasp of the original Death Rattle is a 40-page extravaganza featuring a metallic ink 
cover by Frank Miller! Also included in this issue are Steve Rasnic Tem and Ron Wilber, 
Gerard Jones and Doug Potter, PS. Mueller and Bill Hartwig, and the conclusion of Jaxon's 
“Bulto.” Black and white. 
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"Brilliantly told 

and haunting. 
Killer visuals!" 
—Brian Pulido, 


creator of Lady Death 
and Evil Ernie 
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